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Mr. Pope has very justly observed ; it is the spring of many good actions, and of no ridiculous ones. But self-flattery is only the ape or caricatura of self-love, and resembles it no more than to heighten the ridicule. Like other flattery, it is the most profusely bestowed and greedily swallowed, where it is the least deserved. I will conclude this subject with the substance of a fable of the ingenious Monsieur De la Motte, which seems not unapplicable to it. Jupiter made a lottery in heaven, in which mortals, as well as gods, were allowed to have tickets. The prize was WISDOM, and Minerva got it. The mortals murmured, and accused the gods of foul play. Jupiter, to wipe off this aspersion, declared another lottery, for mortals singly, and exclusively of the gods. The prize was POLLY. They got it and shared it among themselves. All were satisfied. The loss of WISDOM was neither regretted nor remembered; FOLLY supplied its place, and those, who had the largest share of it, thought themselves the wisest.
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I HAVE so tender a regard for my fair countrywomen, that I most heartily congl'atulate them upon the approaching meeting of the Parliament, which I consider, aud I believe they do so too, as the general jail-delivery of the several counties of the United Kingdom.
That beautiful part of our species once engrossed my cares; they still share them: I have been exceedingly affected all the summer with the thoughts